TheChrmcleHifftrj 

Come, come along, 

Lets dye with honor,our fhaine doth laft too long. 

£xit omttu 

Enter Ptfie Il.thf French ntan^and the h«j, 
Pifi.Ey\6 ciir, eyld cur. 

Trench. O Monfieur,ie vou en prec aues petie de moy, 
/’/i?.Moy fhall not feme, I will haueforty moys. 

Boy, aske his name, 

C omant et tes v ous apcllcs ? 

Frf», Monficur Per. 

Boj.He fayes his name is raaftcr Fer. 

P (/?.Ile Per him, and ferit him,and ferke him. 

Boy difeufle the fame in Prcnch. 

%.Sir I do not know whats, French for Fer.fcritc and 
fearkc, * 

7/7?. Bid him prepare,for I wilfeut his throat. 

Boy PeatCjVou prcat,ill voullcs couple votre gorge. 
Pif^.Onye ma foy couple la gorge, ® 

Vnleffc thougiue tomecgregiousranfome.dyc. 

Ill ditye ii vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ranfome.ill voutueres. 

Frcw.O ic vous cn pri petit gcntclhome, parle 

A cee, gran Captaine, pour auez mcrcie 
A moy, ey iee doncrccs pour mon ranfome* 
Cinquanteocios ’ 

Pifi.Whit fayi 
"B^. Marty fir 
Houfe ofFrance, 

He will giucyou 
Pift. My fury fhall abate, 

And ItheCrownes willtake ,1 
And as I fucke blood, I will fome raercielhew. 


Folow 



• ic luyes vngentclhomc dc France, 
es he boy ? 

he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
,andforhisranfomci 
foo.Grownes. 
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ojHentythefift, 

Follow me cur. 

Enter the King.hu Nohles^ttni PifioU, 

King, What the French retire • „ . _ , . 

Yet als not done,the French kcepes ftill the held. 

Ex.lhc Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
Kin. Liues he good vnkle, twice I faw him downe. 

Twice vpagaine; 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which atray,brauc fouldicr doth he lye. 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 
Yoake-fcllowtohis honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Earle of Suffolkc alfo lyes. 

Suffolkefirft dycd.and Torkc all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept. 

And takes him by the beard, kiffes the galhcs 
That blbudily did yawne vpon his face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry deere coufin Suffolke : 

My foulc (hall thine kcepc company in heauen t 
Tarry dccte foule awhile, then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughtcn field. 

We kept togither in our Chiualry: 

Vpon thefc words I came and cheer’d them vp, 
Hetookemeby the hand,faide deere my Lorde> 
Commend roy feruice to my Soueraigne, 

So did he tunic, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw his wounded arme,and fo elpoufd to death 
With blood he fcaled. An argumentj 
Of neuer-ending loue. 

The pretty and fweete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe waters from me, which I would hauc floptc, 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gauc me vp to teares. 

F<«. I blame you not: forbearing you, 

I muft conuert to tcarcs* 

Alarum 
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